Calculation deepened the network of wrinkles in his brown face.  "I
could make a match' of five yards that would take a minute to burn.**
"Or one of ten that would last two minutes ?"
"OJa yes.   Or longer still, my lord, to burn at the same rate."
"I could depend upon that?   You'ld answer for it with your
head that the match would burn no faster ?"
Diomedes took an inst^pt to consider.   "I would, my lord."
"How long would you need to make me a hundred yards of such a
match?"
Again the Greek took time for calculation.   "Three hours," he
said, "with a man to help me.   Three hours at most."
"Take as many men as you need, and see that you keep your word.
It is close on midnight.   In less than five hours it will be daylight,   I
can give you four hours for the work; but not an instant longer.**
Diomedes swore fulfilment, and pattered out to set about the task,
whilst the mystified Spaniard asked a question.
"It means," said Prospero, "that I shall command a round ship for
once."   He was smiling, and his lean face was alight with excitement.
"It is I who will go into action aboard the Imaculada.   You, Don
Alvaro» will remain with AUori to command the capitana in my
absence.*'
XXXIL   THE BATTLE OF CAPE MOLA
the first pallors of the dawn revealed the Neapolitan squadron to.
the Moslem sentinel on the rocky headland of La Mola, like a line of
ghost ships in that pearly light.
He heaved himself from the scrub on which he had lain comfortably
asprawl, rubbed his eyes, and asked himself whence, in the name of.
Allah, such a fleet could have sprung.
Leading the line by a couple of cables' length, and riding high in
the water, came a great galleon of unmistakable Spanish build.
The light grew even as in his moment of amazement the watcher
continued petrified at gaze. Before he had kindled a match, to fire
the alarm signal, the pearly grey of the sea was already shot by the
first rays of the sun into a fiery opalescence. Sounds came to confirm
the watcher's vision. With thud and splash of oars the galleys
quickened suddenly into life, whilst from the galleon came the creak
of blocks as she increased by topsails her spread of canvas to the
freshening morning breeze. Then, close-hauled, she veered for the
entrance of the creek.
Blowing frenziedly upon his match, the sentinel snatched up his
arquebuse and its crutch, and at that very moment the stillness of the
morning was shattered by the roar of a cannonade.
A mile and a half away, opposite Mahon, Dragut, who in the dark
had crept within range of the fort, loosed upon it that terrific volley
from a score of guns. With the cloud of dust that rose from sandstone
walls reduced to rubble mingled the smoke of a reply so faint that it
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